The house was surrounded by the rush and fury of a
fresh downpour. The light of the moon had vanished.
Francois had a fit of the shivers.

"You know that I've no longer-any time for the
maimed and the sick."

A good beginning, that! His wind-cheater was
smelling now strongly of leaf-mould and clay, and
was streaming with water. His face looked shrunken
and repellent under its sodden mass of hair. He was
shaking, and, when he wiped his face and the back
of his neck with his handkerchief, he realized that he
was soaking. Rainwater was dripping from all over
him, from his clothes, from his saturated shoes. He
felt as shabby and as miserable as some lost animal.
He stood steaming gently in the warmth of the room.
He wasn't fit to be touched with a pair of tongs.

The weight of his long walk lav heavy on his skinny
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body. He felt quite unable to relax.

"I'm terribly sorry about making such a mess.5*

He heard an imploring whisper in his ear:

aStay here, please: stay here!"

He turned his head slightly and caught the merest
glimpse of a young girl in an armchair. She looked
as though she were asleep.

"Come along in, young man, and let's have a good
look at you."

Fran9ois had a delicious feeling of warmth in this
cosy room opening on to deep darkness. He was
aware of the fresh smell of newly baked cake. He was
taken into an over-illuminated drawing-room divided
into two by pillars. He walked clumsily on the carpet,
and remained standing.
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